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Poetic Criticism 


Some things never go away 
Some things never try to change 
Repetitive, rhetorical 

Existence is deplorable 

Puking poetic propaganda 

Like a greasy ghetto oracle 
Give up, don’t even try 

If the beholder’s eye is dry 

But before you take the plunge 
Remember life is not expunged 
Over and over and over again 
Over and over and over again 
Over and over and over again 
Until you stop. 


Even if ignorance is bliss 

Vanity doesn’t mean you can do this 
So before you excoriate another 
look at yourself and you'll discover 
That life’s too short to sit and whine 
And read tween every single line 

So if what I say makes you feel pissed 
A tip for you then: Criticize this! 
Over and over and over again 
Over and over and over again 

Over and over and over again 
Until you stop. 


You think you’re the shit and so great, out of sight 
I guess about poets, Nietzsche was right 
Thus Spoke Zaranthustra, not for everyone 


And published sometime in 1891 

So before you bereave me with bitching and blight 
Look in the mirror 

You may have proved me right 

I don’t care if this poem brings no flowers and clapping 
Because at least, when I die, I’m going to die laughing 
Over and over and over again 

Over and over and over again 

Over and over and over again 

Until I stop. 


Dustin Hughes 


Boundaries 


Beach stretches on forever 
Along the coastal land— 
Fair weather bids the traveler 
To wander in the sand. 
As winter rains and winds collect, 
The visitors are few— 
And sand sweeps on in mystery 
With destiny in view. 


Oh storms may go 
And storms may come 
And rock is ground 
So fine— 
Til tiny bits of 
Sand collect— 
To simply draw a line. 


Thus far—no further— 
Shalt thou come— 
Thou mighty 
Tumbling sea— 
I and my fellows 
Have become 
A borderline 
To thee! 


Our crushings and 
Our grindings 

Shall not have been 
In vain— 

Lives are preserved 


Through boundaries— 
The sea kept back 


Again! 


Patricia Melnroy 


Song of the Storm 


The first of the storm to come. 

A single rain drop falls from the sky. 

All grows silent within the wood, 

Nature prepares for song. 

The light sound of rain on leaves grows. 

Soon the wind rushes over, calling the world to join 
in. 

Frogs in the distance sing their chorus. 

The reeds and willows eagerly join in. 

A babbling brook swells and calls out to the hills, 
Which sing of spring and life. 

All the world lends its part to the ever-growing song. 
And as quickly as it started, 

It ends. 

The clouds part and reveal a jeweled night sky, 

And the world sighs, refreshed and completed. 


Daniel Lacy 


Waking Moments 


She mumbles of a flight 

on fairies’ gentle wings, which keep her in the dark. 
She wants to know what happened between the 
leaves. 

I smile and smooth her dark and twisted hair, 

and tell her that it was only a dream. 

Nodding, she lies back down and returns 

to naked dances in the moonlight 

under barren trees. 

And | want her to know that Iam not the only one 
who whispers in the dark. 


Ember Hood 


Ode to a Winter Night 


I celebrate the black 

That hangs to drape the day 
With wearing holes of love 
To peek at sparkles all inlaid. 


I stand in my back field 
Tilting my chin up high 
So I forget the horizon 
And all I see is sky. 


All at once I’m small 

Yet | still think I could... 

Embrace the whole world, as my child 
And tell it | understood. 


Savannah Reeves 


Waiting for the Sun 


Outside, in dark, the quiet trees await, 

For sky to pale and mark the coming dawn. 

In frozen air, beyond the creaky gate, 

Climbs fog to haunt the tidy, luscious lawn. 
And crooked fingers push aside pink lace, 

So faded eyes can watch the sun arise. 

The bright white light will creep across her face, 
Reflected green will twinkle in her eyes. 

The blue-grey sheets of mist will melt too soon, 
And naked ground will quickly be exposed. 
She’ll say goodbye to remnants of the moon, 
Remembering with green eyes tightly closed, 

A million suns have crossed the April sky, 

And now one more has quietly gone by. 


Ember Hood 


Rainy Picnic 


The rain splashed down that day 
upon our laughing faces, 

the picnic lunch all gone, 

the trail back home 

wafting up to us 

like a sticky mud perfume 
squishing up between our toes. 

I held your hand 

and I was warm and dry. 


The pale flowers in the woods 

would not become a garland for your hair, 
so we left them for the other elves. 

And after we had gone 

I found that we had left much more 

than those poor blooms. 

It’s hard to say just what it is 

but 

sometime 

could we go back to look for it? 


Greg Kabanuk 


Birkenstalking Feat 


Away up here 

through heat at early noon 

I can look down 

over a mile 

of trees and green 

and gray and old rough rock paths 
across a low steady sound 

sung by the town below 

and see the friend’s house 

where I sat drinking café Suisse 
two hours before | 

thought I’d wander up 

this ancient hill— 

climb up to the top of this old stone fortress. 
Climb 

and stare 

and wear the air 

before heading back 

toward home 

and tomorrow. 


I’ve got time I’m 

only fifty 

... 80 up here 

as this hot, tall blue day, 
still summer, 

barely breathes, 

... 1 sit, waitless. 


Dan Reiley 


Touchstone 


Driving home I watch the sun setting into the 
Columbia. 

Slow at the beginning. In increments, as though a 
cogwheel 

were pulling it into the river. 

The last inch of sun slips away with a rapid tug 
of that wheel, 

out of my sight. 

It will shine soon in another country. 


Mary Lou Newell 


An Autumn Ruse 


O Autumn, why abandon nature’s flow, 
elope with summer’s lunacy in June, 
neglectful of the merit that is due 

in decomposing death to feed the new? 


A span of murky gray succumbs to blue. 
In radiance the frost protracts as dew 

and glistens on the foliage still confused 
as semi-supple browns attempt to grow. 


The morning dawns upon a southern skew. 
No twitter greets this mocking summer day, 
just honks from airborne geese arrowed away, 
undaunted by the ruse of Autumn’s stray. 


A lukewarm breeze supplants fall’s crispy blow, 
the feel of spring without the scented show. 
Wry musk of sun-baked mud and sludge bellows 
from thirsty bogs. The wetlands waste away. 


An apple cider jug ensnares the sun, 
to steep a nectar stewed in amber glare. 


Beneath a toast, I say a silent prayer 
to soften winter for the unprepared. 


M. Garvin 


2 


Lily Pad Photo 


Art Rodax 





Rain’s Nice 
(A for-fun stream-ofconscious poem to be read 


outloud all in one breath... Well, maybe two.) 


The rain is pouring down around 

the gutters and around the town. 

It pours and pours and never ends 

it gets so deep we'll get the bends 

if we come up from down too fast. 
You never know if it will last 

or if the ocean will come up 

to eat your house and you all up 

or if the sun will ever shine 

with the weather, oh! so fine, 

when flowers bloom and are not drowned 
and smiles not frowns are often found. 
The wind will blow and thunder crash 
the trees around will downward bash 
and bounce around your little brain 
cause you went out into the rain. 

So stay inside and drink your wine 
and everything will be just fine. 

Just stoke the fire and snuggle up 

soon you'll have a nice hot sup. 

A nap is nice when weather’s bad 

Just bide your time and don’t be sad 
cause in a week or month or two 
you'll find the many raindrops few 
and sun will beat upon your head 
until you wish that you were dead! 
When rain comes down so hard and fast 
just know that it will never last 

and put the sunscreen on your nose 
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go outside, remove your clothes. 

No one thinks you’re weird I think 
that is until you start to sink 

in mud that’s deep around your neck 
so keep on smiling, “What the heck!” 


Laurence Ethan Roberson 


Many Hauling Wood 


The first thing you have to learn 
when you come up here 

is how to get up early 

when the mercury is stuck 

and the rivers are locked in ice 
and not think too much about it. 


It is the same, maybe, 

to be pulled along by lines 
tracing from dog harness to sled, 
or any song— 

past the scattered firs and pines, 
the leafless hardwoods 

bright as wood block prints 
against the snow. 


And there are things in catalogs, 
things dreamed of— 

a red shirt, 

a clock that chimes; 


or to walk with someone 
across the frozen river 

up the powdered hill. 

The cast iron stove, 

and Alaskan Special, 

can heat a pot of coffee 

or keep a small house warm. 
It’s a matter of scale. 


And the malamutes yapping 
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and the aspen runners singing 
and a man with a hand ax 
hauling wood, heading home. 
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Ode to Dancing 


Two people young or old 

Holding one another in an embrace of 
Care and understanding 

No one seems to be around 

All alone in a far and distant place 

Eyes only on their partners 

Hopes and dreams right in front of them 
Fears and dangers swept away 

With just one dance all is ok 


Jeri Arnold 
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Oda al Baile 


Dos individuos jévenes 0 viejos, 
Abrazandose, 

Con carifio y con un entendimiento mutuo 
No hay nadie mas, 

Estan solos, 

En su propio mundo 

Estan en un lugar lejano, 

Mirandose uno al otro 

Cara a cara frente a sus esperanzas y a sus 
suenos 

El miedo y el peligro ya no existen 

Con un solo baile, 

Todo esta bien 


Jeri Arnold 
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Ode to the Melody... 


One note, 

a few more beats 

then the words begin. 

Matching your mood, 

and symbolizing your thoughts, 
was this song made for you? 

As the world starts to erase, 

and your troubles fade away, 

the song comes to an end. 

Back to the real world, reality, life. 
But for a few brief moments, 

the world was calm, quiet, and relaxing. 
And you owe it all to the melody... 


Jin-ju Bokor 
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Oda a la Melodia 


Un tono, 

unos golpes mas 

entonces empiezan las palabras, 
emparejando e igualando tt disposicion 
y personificando tus pensamientos. 

jesta cancion para ti? 

El mundo empieza a desaparecer 
mientras tus problemas se desvanecen 

y la cancion termina. 

Otra vez vuelves a La Realidad, a La Vida 
verdadera. 

Pero por un breve momento, 

el mundo era tranquilo, silencioso y en calma. 
Y ruse lo debes a la melodia... 


Jin-ju Bokor 
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Names 


You've saved a few dreams 

not enough for a necklace 

your mask has lacked obsidian 
fora millenium or perhaps a half 


Steps retraced across an island 
lost in a dried up lake 


Black ashes on white snow 
killers of brave crows 


Whistling bells, dancing shells 
misty drizzle from clear blue skies 
golden rays echo on buried stones 


Friendly priests with resurrected stories 
written on deer skin 


Flying imps searching for old rain 
in modern drops 


Legends vanishing like smoke 
from Popocatepetl 


Reed cradles with frolicking infants 
in Cactus groves; singing Mexican 
songs in 5/4 time 


whispering your original name 


Donald G. Overton 
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Apellidos 


Ahorrabas ttt los pocos suefos 
escasos para un collar 

tu mascara a falta de obsidiana 
tiene mil o quizas la mitad de afios 


Pasos que se retiran tras una isla perdida 
en un lago seco 


Cenizas negras en nieve blanca 
asesinos de cuervos bravos 


Pabellones silbantes, conchas dazantes 
gartia de cielos azules 
rayo dorado que se refleja contra piedras sepultados 


Curas amables con cuentos resucitados 
escritos en pieles de venados 


Duendes volantes buscando lluvias del pasado 
en gotas de hoy 


Leyendas casi esfumadas 
como humos de popocatepetl 


Cunas de tules con nifitos retozones 
dentro de nopaleras, cantado 

sones mexicanos en tiempo cinco cuatro 
murmurando tu nombre original 


Donald G. Overton 


More Cannon Fodder 


After the peace of fall’s dry days— 
stunning warmth and crisp leaves, 

the drum beat of rain on the class window 
muffles my voice. | pause and watch. 


The outside world is blurred for a moment. 
We are alone in this room, the students and I. 
I’ve just asked the fellow in the back, 

the sleeper, what he thinks about the war. 


I imagine that he amasses his thoughts as 
we stare at the dripping pane together, 
patiently waiting. 


The others tap their pencils, check 
their watches, pack their bags. The rain 
retreats, and my student replies, 


“IT don’t know.” 


And so I stand entrenched at my desk, 
shaking, shattered. I’ve lived through our 
nation at war, seen students become soldiers. 
Who can reach this class full of ghosts? 


“That’s it for today,” I say. 
They grab their gear and march out, 


winter boots tromping down the hall. 


Nancy Hoffman 
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Los Desechables 


Después de la paz de otono—los dias secos, 
el calor maravilloso, y las hojas quebradizas, 
la lluvia tamborilea en la ventana de la clase. 
apaga mi voz. Espero y miro. 


Por un momento, el mundo se hace borroso. 
Estamos solos en este cuarto, los estudiantes y yo. 
Acabo de pedirle al hombre de atras, el que duerme, 
qué piensa de la guerra. 


Me imagino que él acumula sus ideas mientras 
juntos miramos fijamente a la ventana mojada 
esperando con paciencia. 


Los otros juegan con sus lapices, miran los relojes, 
y empacan las bolsas. La lluvia retrocede, y 
él contesta, 


“No sé.” 


Entonces yo no puedo moverme y me pongo de pie, 
temblando, en pedazos. He vivido en épocas de guerra. 
He visto a estudiantes que se hacen soldados. jQuién 
puede 

ensenar a esta clase llena de espectros’ 


Digo, “Hemos terminado.” 


Agarran sus mochilas y chaquetas y 
salen pisoteando con las botas por el pasillo. 


Nancy Hoffman 
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We Are Many 


Of all the men I am, that we are, 
I can’t settle on one; 

disguised in costumes, 

we lie concealed off-stage. 


When the scene is set 

to show me off as intelligent, 
the idiot hidden inside 
speaks my lines for me. 


Sometimes among a distinguished cast, 
I drift off, looking for my better self, 
and a coward I don’t know plays 

my role with a thousand misgivings. 


A mansion bursts into flames, 

and an arsonist arrives 

in place of the fireman I call. 

I can’t help it, but that is me. 

What must I do to choose my own role? 
How can I reconcile myself? 


All the books I read 

celebrate shining heroes 

and I begrudge their selfassurance. 
At the movies I envy the riders, 
admiring even their horses 

amidst the storms of bullets. 


But when I search for my usual self, 
out comes the same old lazy me, 


and I don’t really know just who | am, 
or how many we are or will be. 


I would like to ring a doorbell 
and inquire about my character, 
for when honesty is required 

I won't be allowed to disappear. 


While I write | am absent; 
returning, | have left again 

to see if others, suffering, 

feel as plural as I. 

When I have studied this in detail 
I will know it so well 

that to explain my selves to you 

I will have to speak of geography. 


Pablo Neruda 
translated by Brian Harrison 
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Muchos Somos 


De tantos hombres que soy, que somos 
no puedo encontrar a ninguno: 

se me pierden bajo la ropa, 

se fueron a otra ciudad. 


Cuando todo esta preparado 
para mostrarme inteligente 

el tonto que llevo escondido 
se toma la palabra en mi boca. 


Otras veces me duermo en medio 
de a sociedad distinguida 

y cuando busco en mi al valiente 
un cobarde que no conozco 

corre a tomar con mi espueleto 
mil deliciosas precauciones. 


Cuando arde una casa estimada 
en vez del bombero que llamo 

se precipita el indendiario 

y ése soy yo. No tengo arreglo. 
jQué debo hacer para escogerme? 
jComo puedo rehabilitarme? 


Todos los libros que leo 
celebran héroes refulgentes 
siempre seguros de si mismos 
me muero de envidia por ellos, 
en los films de vientos y balas 
me quedo envidiando al jinente, 
me quedo admirando al caballo. 
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Pero cuando pido al intrépido 
me sale el viejo perezoso, 

y asi y no sé quién soy, 

no sé cuantos soy o seremos. 
Me gustaria tocar un timbre 

y sacar el mi verdadero 
porque si yo me necesito, 

no debo desaparecerme. 


Mientras escribo estoy ausente 

y cuando vuelvo ya he partido: 
voy a ver sia las otras gentes 

les pasa lo que a mi me pasa, 

si son tantos Como soy yo, 

si se parecen a si mismos 

y cuando lo haya averiguado 

voy a aprender tan bien las cosas 
que para explicar mis problemas 
le hablaré de geografia. 


Pablo Neruda 
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Ode to a Profound Sentiment 


Hug me, 

And make me believe there is 
No gravity. 

Kiss me. 

And let me know that 

My sorrow has gone. 


The quality of your soul, 

The tenderness of your being; 
I know that you are with me 
From the morning until 


Night. 

The caresses of your hands 
Make me melt. And, 

the words from your mouth 


Are roses from a garden. 


Alvarocio Ruiz Ramos 
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Oda a Sentimientos Profundos 


Abrazame, 

Y hazme creer que no hay 
egravedad. 

Bésame, 

Y dejame saber que 

se acabé mi soledad. 


La calidad de tu alma, 
la ternura de tu ser; 

Yo sé que estas conmigo 
desde la manana hasta 
el atardecer. 


Las caricias de tus manos 
me hacen derretir. Y, 


las palabras de tu boca 
son rosas de un jardin. 


Alvarocio Ruiz Ramos 
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Immortal Diet 


During her long exile 
from sweet France 
and Roman faith 
my grandmother kept 
a vial of Lourdes water 
and a recording of Gounod’s 
Ave Maria 
always accompanied by 
an upwelling of tears. 
When she abandoned 
the Protestant brood 
to bend her stiff knees 
on hard pews 
she recovered 
the solace of sacraments and 
the cadence of the rosary 
for her restless hands. 


I no longer ridicule 

Lourdes water 

or tears sprung 

by certain strains of music; 

Schubert Lieder 

will make me weep 

and I have just begun 

my own collecting 

of eclectic relics: 
dried roses 

from Goethe’s garden— 
Day of the Dead venerabilia— 
Madonnas from 
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the Black Forest and Guadalupe— 

the scallop shell of Santiago 

and the rhythm of the Camino 
for my restless feet. 


Karin Temple 
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Immortal Diet (Auf Deutsch) 


Wahrend ihres langen Exils 
vom stifen Frankreich 
und rémischen Glauben 

bewahrte mein Grofmutter 
eine Phiole Loursdeswasser 
und eine Aufnahme von Gounods 
Ave Marie 

stets begleitet mit 

aufwallenden Tranen. 

Als sie die protestantische 

Brut zurticklie 

um ihre steifen Knie 

auf harter Bank zu beugen 

gewann sie wieder 
den Trost der Sakramente und 
die Kadenz des Rosenkranzes 

fiir ihre rastlosen Hande. 


Ich belachle nicht mehr 
Lourdeswasser 
oder Tranen entsprungen 
aus gewissen Melodien; 
Schubert Lieder 
bringen mich zum Weinen 
und ich habe eben begonnen 
mein eignes Sammeln 
von eklektischen Reliquien: 
getrocknete Rosen 
aus Goethes Garten— 
Allerseelen Venerabilien— 
madonnen aus 
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dem Schwarzwald und Guadalupe— 
die Jakobsmuschel 
und den Rhythmus des Weges 

fiir meine rastlosen Fie. 


Karin Temple 
Reprinted from Weimar X2 


By Karin Temple and 
Lucien Swerdloff 
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Ode to Braces 


You are like miniature cell bars, 

Jailing my teeth, 

squeezing myselfconfidence like an oppressive 
heat, 

Draining me. 

You are large, silver, and an annoyance. 

You are tricky, luring food into the cracks, crevices, 
and grottos of my teeth. 

Shiny and painful you are. 

You work silently too, like a snake. 

You show up in photos like an uninvited guest. 
A visitor who will never leave. 


Tracy Nygaard 
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Oda a “Los Fierros” 


Tu eres parecido a las miniaturas rejas 
Encarcelando los dientes pequenios 

Arrancando la confianza que tengo en mi mismo 
como un calor agobiante, 

Agotandome. 

Tu eres grande, de plata y una molestia 

Eres tramposo, atrayendo comida en las hendiduras 
y las grietas de los dientes 

Brilliante y doloroso tt eres. 

Tu trabajas silenciosamente, parecido a una culebra 
Apareces en las fotos como un huésped no 
invitado. 

Un invitado que nunca se va. 


Tracy Nygaard 
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Ode to Spanish Class 


In conversational Spanish 

I struggle with waterfall rrr’s 
and imagine reading Neruda 
in the language of his dreams. 


Our Chiapas-born teacher 

is muy bonita—that’s very pretty— 
when she purses her lips and says 
“mirar mi boca”—watch my mouth. 


Her boca has no crosshatched 
lines as it puckers into 
“Perdon, por favor”— 

excuse me, please. 


I practice by saying 

“Perdon, Senor Neruda, 

your words fly straight 

from the page to mi corazon.” 


I touch my chest 

radiant as a flame 

while he inclines his dark head, 
eyes soft in the siesta sun. 


Soon we are seated 

on the verandah, stirring our 
café con crema with tiny silver 
spoons sculpted like shells. 


I am probably not the first 
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to lean toward him 
after he has signed his libra, 
his book of poetry. 


Not the first to make a small offering 
of hand-knitted socks, 
a glittering pyramid of sea salt 


or a lemon glowing in my open palm. 


Renee Gionet 
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Heart in Hand 


| woke this morning with my dog’s heart in my hand. 
A hand full of chest and bone and fur. Holding on as 
if breath depends upon that one grip. A grip between 
species. Hand to heart. Clutching. Both of us un- 
aware. A duet of snore. 


At the pound, I was looking for a young pup to agree 
with my every thought and call me beautiful. Like a 
balding salesman, | roared up in my convertible, hair 
combed over the top, I sensed her, an older mutt of a 
dog, but strolled by looking for love in a can. Spent 
some time playing with a few sweet young things. See- 
ing the game, she donned some old bell bottoms and 
pranced around, tummy rolling over the waistband 
and shirt cut down to there. Effort rewarded, she sat 
herself down in front of me with level gaze. Bowled 
over my expectations with a perfect strike. Still, gold 
chains blinding the sun, I left. 


The mutt would win no beauty points. Draw no at 
tention. She would not tind me a totalitarian of bril- 
liance. In tact, I could see a propensity for a rolling of 
the eyes. | would never understand what she was 
thinking, though I suspected she’d dance through me 
with one paw tied behind her back. 


One thing I knew. She would not laugh at all my 
jokes. 


Hunting my dreams for a week, I went and got the 
damn beast. 
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I have watched this creature touch souls with deepest 
kindness, then bring me to my knees with her animal 
ferocity. She is other, this one. We don’t know each 
other, but recognize kindred. We are waiting on the 
other’s language. 


Heart in hand. 


Karen Bain 
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Beginning 


January’s sun-sad strokes 

meld warmth through cold panes, 
striking strength into 

still motion. 


Startling movement 
creates chords, 

music and dance can 
now begin 

a mere ray and the 
act of fire is outdone. 


Katy Mott 


Wasps 


Not just the threat of the sting, 

but your bodies, bulbous, hovering, 
obscene, I loathe, and your 

angry buzz, like lawyers arguing. 
Why do you even want to live? 


Why do you always seem busy? 
Perhaps you're just excited 
with your wonderful creation, 
your nest stuck in the eaves, 
an insect Mesa Verde. 


Who can say humans are 
dissimilar, with our 
constant traffic whizzing 
round skyscrapers? 
Looking up at your home, 


alive with crawling bodies, 
I think barrios of Ecuador. 
Brothels of Calcutta. 
Stock exchanges. 
Parliament. Or perhaps 


you are monks, 

droning your spiritual 
syllable, loving your world. 
Everywhere beings 

singing their self-importance. 


Karen Braucher 
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hey mississippi 


hey in mississippi they gather in doorways, 

eating watermelon on the rind. 

juice drippin’ lovely onto crusted gray beards or 

onto the lady’s long hair or 

onto the children’s linen smocks. 

the porches ain’t covered all around 

jus’ on top so’s the misquitos eat cha up. 

you gotta cover neked skin in spray from the green 
can. 

do not put fingers into mouth less you taint sweet 
melon bitter. 

the Goldberg variations do not play, 

ain’t no jazz. 

they got fiddle an’ banjo, 

they got delta blues folks jumpin an’ hollerin’ 

feet stompin’ an’ hands clappin’ 

mommas with their big white smiles against broad 
pink lips. 

and daddies studyin’ the fingers movin’ across the 
boards, 

deliberate and quick, 

the way they pick cotton. 

easy 

so as not to bruise, cut 

soft pads made for pickin’ 

The porches lean sideways so that we are all on one 
end 

the same side. 

‘course the house tweren’t built that way. 

time manhandled the weight. 

hey in mississippi the sun so hot 
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in june will burn bare legs in half a second. 

skin freckled like a ripened strawberry, 

just made for pickin’ 

wade in soggy pond, toes minglin’ with warm earth, 
hands form cave around crawdad/toad/turtle 
move gently to the bucket for examination. 


Laura Lee Tharp 
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Summer at Charleston 
Marine Biology Center 


Dr. Donald Brush his name, 

prestige his game. 

Age twenty-two, his doctorate 

in biology, specialty—marine animals, 
specifically Nereus, had gone 

a little to his head. 

Only a college junior, to me 

he did not speak. 


Until on the morning of a minus tide, 
I found a nereid, a very special 

nereid, a two-headed nereid. 

Then Dr. Brush spoke to me 

—in dulcet tones, 

lust in his heart. 


1 chuckled. 


But on another minus tide, 

four of us were collecting on a rise 
beyond the politically incorrect 
Squaw Island, next to Charleston’s 
Light House, off Coos Bay. 


Involved in our collecting, 

none of us noticed the tide turn. 

the sea surge north, 

till suddenly Mort, the herpetologist, 
observed: We’d better head back NOW 


or we're all chum!* 
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grasping our collecting pails, we 

scrambled back across chitons, nudibranks, 
moon snail egg cases, limpets, starfish, crabs, barna- 
cles, 

urchins, cucumbers, over slimy slippery seaweed. 
We passed Squaw Island.** 

Tossed by waves, we hit the low spot... 

forty yards to shore, water mostly over my head. 
Keith, Mort, Don realized the danger, 

threw me from one to another, 

from one high rock to the other 

until we reached the sandy safety of the shore. 


Later, dried off, grateful, 

I handed Don 

the coveted two-headed nereid. 
His eyes humble, he accepted. 


We now speak, perchance we meet 
upon the street. 


Eckley Guerin 


* Shark bait. 


** Where the Coos Indians left their women and chil 
dren at low tide when they went to war. . 

Upon return, they retrieved their families at the 
next low tide. 


47 


Doorway Photo Art 





Art Rodax 
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Picture This 


Can I climb through a picture 

into this room with 

mother and father, 

two tow-headed boys, 

a young girl, about my age 

dining around a laced table? 

Steaming bowls, platter of roast. 

grandmother knits near the fire. 

A bassinet, trimmed in pink, rocks. A yellow-striped 
cat swats a ball. 


I’m fleeing a smeared family 
with scabbed over scratches, 
handed down secrets 
screaming around 

an oil-clothed table. 


It’s tough to make an opening 
with dull scissors. Clumsy fingers. 
My picture turns into scraps. 
Pieces of wishes float. 


I learn young. 

Warm windows are only 
see-through dreams 
packed around 

in an old magazine. 


Lois Malby Olmstead 
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Walk With My Daughter Along The Columbia 


The nurses had to show me how to hold you. 
This morning you have walked beyond your years. 
Now I time a cormorant’s dive and wait 

for you to gather stones to drop where sea lions 
swim beneath a town that burned and eat 

the salmon men once caught with horses. Here 
this river rivals sky. Not far away, 

where it becomes the sea, it can smash 

a ship. Across the bridge, Washington 

looks almost green in all the gray. But this wind 
is cold, and now it’s in our faces. 

You lift your arms to me. 


You’re heavier now. But your head is warm 
against my cheek, and your breaths come slow 
and deep and pace us both. I talk to you 

ot what we see—the buoys that mark the channel, 
the old receiving station, last blackberries 

you do not ask to eat. I point to where 

a green --white pilot boat cuts the waves 

to intercept a cargo ship. You lean 

across my chest to look, and I tell you of 

the one who guides those tons of iron safely 
past the bar. Your silence says you see it, 

so small against its charge. 


Bill Gaeuman 
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Reading (Marie Fantin-Latour) _ 
Henri Fantin-Latour, oil on canvas, 1861 


The open book’s white wings float 
above your ghost-dim hand, spill light 
upwards to your cheekbones and temples, 


the softer points of your white collar. Stillness 
has settled like a mute angel on your curved 
neck, bent shoulders, on the doves 


of your downward-lowered eyes. Your burnished 
chestnut hair glints silk against the maroon 
settee’s plush; gloss of polished wooden arm 


cumbers you with love’s firm grip. You do not 
look up while your brother works, strokes 
crimson down his painting of your gown’s crease, 


daubs umber to the shadows of your hair, nor do you 
hear him as he shares the gossip 
of this year’s Salon, the news from England 


in his latest letter from Whistler. You have found 
your own world in the book’s reach, a universe 
within its pages, whispering a hushed secret: 

you are listening, like a bat at dusk 


flitting through darkening woods, listening 
to high-pitched, unseen echoes. 


Susan Firghil Park 
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Return Trip 


If I return as a cat, 

I mean end up with 

a tail, whiskers, and claws 
instead of a halo, wings, and harp 
then I want to be born 

to a litter in your village 

in Mexico, 

a town indifferent to 
scavenging street dogs 

but on your dusty avenue 
stands the home of 

a true lover of felines. 

And when I find my way 

to your door, all eyes and ribs, 
and ragged as a shadow, 

you will gather me up 

like the old friend I might have been, 
you will nuzzle my neck and 
cajole me in soft Spanish, 
you will make a place for me 
in your bed and bring me 
silver mackerel heads 

from the restaurant 

when you return, 

your shirt glowing 

white under the stars. 

I will be numero uno, 

a tiny tigress 

surveying the world through 
Amazon green eyes 

always alert for 
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the next new kitten 
to come straggling 
through the adobe gate. 


Renee Gionet 
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Any Moment 
After Salvador Dali, “Still Life — Fast Moving,” 1956 


A moment before you got here 
and saw me sitting 

on this chair 

contained 

in the light from the candles 
and sipping from your glass 


you'd have seen it all in motion 
if you’d gotten here in any 

of the moments from the hour 
that came before. 


My hair would fly undone 
on the streak of my trajectory 
through space, the kitchen, 
dining room, and bath. 

My dress, you’d see, 

not on me yet, suspended 
from its hanger by the tub 


my body trailing steam 

from the shower and an overlay 
of perfume I walked through 

in the heady air upstairs, 
expecting you. 


My stockings sail behind my back 
this moment I go by, 

a loose trace of light, 

draped over my left shoulder, 
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anticipating night. 


My legs too busy yet for silk or shoes 
they take me forward 
to these pleasures 
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I am laying into place 

at every one of these moments 
before you come 

and maybe 

I'll save the putting on 

of the shoes for you, 

from my hands to yours 

to each of my feet, 

so you can touch on all 

that motion too. 


The table would be somewhere 
in the act of setting, 

a plate might hover in my hand. 
The wine you'd see uncorked, 
still heavy on the sideboard 

and panting air, as I do, 

on the way to being poured. 


It could be just the time 

I hear the flower stems calling 
for their cutting in the sink 
while I search the cabinets 

in a comedy of haste 

for their elusive crystal vase, 


it could be at the very point 
I stroke my match in a track 
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of sulphur dust and flame 
toward the standing candles, 
when you walk in upon us 
getting ready, 

unprepared. 


My arms move ceaselessly 

until you get here, do you know, 
in that series of arrangements 

1 make for you 

and only you 


and you could see them reaching 
here or there 

or here or there, 

my arms, 

depending entirely 

on the moment you come in. 


You might have seen the time 

I tipped the bottle down 

to let the Bordeaux fall, complex, 
and splash into this glass 

for pleasure of the free form 
stream of tumble | could watch, 


the way your structure 
falls away as my eyes follow you 


trom the man you appear 

as you step through the doorway 
to the man who kneels down 

by this chair 
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into may arms, steady 

as our breath is in this moment 
we hold still, the moment 

after the blurring heels 


of the moment you come in. 


Florence Sage 
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This Is No Poet 


This is no poet’s head 
But a room and a small bed 
Where a poet sleeps 


When he wakes he walks 
Out to the edge of his shelf 
Where he whistles to himself 


He sits like four cups of coffee 
And drums his feet on my floor 
Wishing away the bars on his door 


He dangles a drunken head 
Over a noose of a neck 


And falls back onto his bed 


He peers out into the grim 
Through the two eyes I open 
To let some light into his den 


He rests his soul in that cell 
That | built for my brainchild 
Though his snores sounds as wild as hell 


He has not written a word in weeks 
And all he works on are unfinished drinks 
Though I know he dreams dark at night 


The last pen 1 bought 


He dug deep into my brain 
Until the ink mixed with a blood clot 
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Now the veins flood with black 
And neither of us can stand the poison 
Yet neither of us can take it back 


Then the poet upstairs suddenly stopped building fires 
He refused to eat any of his meals 
And he simply won’t tell me how he feels 


Early this morning I found him stuck under his bed 
With his legs splintered and ribcage showing 
Out through his windows I saw it snowing 


I buried him fast under the silt and snow 
Though his cross is buried to the hilt in my skull 
I cannot say how it will be tomorrow 

For this is no poet’s head 


But a room with a cot 
Where a poet once slept 


Richard Trucke 
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The Paintball War 


And so to the forest the soldiers repaired. 
In full battle regalia they went, 

camo and goggles and hunting gear, 
armed with the mighty paintball 

guns, each the other to smite 

and smear, to simulate gore, to show 


who killed whom. Into the city 


watershed charged the eighty, 

National Guard and local lads 

and dads. A good time was had by all. 
Two hours, two battles, twenty thousand 
rounds exchanged. Just like a real battle, 
said the warriors, but they all 

walked away. Into the forest 


dropped the engines of war— 

two Blackhawks. All looked up 

in awe when the helicopters landed, 

said the paper, a great experience 

for the local kids. And this came to pass 
at Christmastime, as troops and weapons 
were building up. Into the Gulf 


went a boy I know, who used to hunt 
butterflies. A marine now, he’s gone 
to guard the prisoners 

of the coming war. “We wish,” 

said his parents’ Christmas card, 
“he’d never traded the butterfly net 
for a machine gun.” 


Robert Michael Pyle 
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Sonnet to Advertising 


Shall | compare me to Madison Avenue? 
Petroleum color on perfect lips, 

Long, soft, wispy curls of every hue, 
Voluptuous breasts, skinny waist, small hips? 
To which ad should I my body compare? 
Fair or dark youth, exuding innocence, 

A symmetrical face, a brain of air? 

An unreachable goal for all intents. 

How about a housewife, fat and dumpy, 
‘Twixt diet and housework constantly stressed? 
Her wardrobe, I hate to say, is frumpy. 

Her personality is one obsessed. 

I’m more than a glossy image of ink! 

I can feel, touch, and love. And I can think. 


Terrie Hillgaertner 
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Hangover 


Thud thud thud 

Went the shells in the mud 

At Fort Stevens 

You can hear the echoes still 
Rolling up and down the hills 
And through the trees 

They whisper soft: Defend the bridges 
Deputize the men with guns 

Like some sixty year hangover 
Passed from son to son to son 
On down the line. 

And late at night, out in the rain 
Hear the distant hooves refrain? 
That’s the specter of John Wayne 
Riding again 


Sid Cooper 
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Buried Alive 


I think about the pioneer women 

on the prairie 

alone 

(without another woman to talk to) 

as they listened to the 

wind as it howled all around them 

as they struggled, 

to raise children, scrawny chickens and 
to pickle, eat, and preserve all the food 
the best they could, 

cooking, cleaning, sewing, and praying, 
while living in a house built into the earth. 
Imagine looking up 

and seeing dirt as the ceiling 

or waking up to worms crawling through 
the earthen walls, 

the cows walking overhead 

eating the grass 

on your root 

shaking clods of dirt 

into your stewpot on the table 

or rain making mud rugs underfoot. 


Many of the women on the prairie 
went mad. 


I think about those women. 


Christy Phillips-Matlock 
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Old 


When will 1 know I am old? 

When juices slide down my chin and company 
abhors me 

Or will it be when climbing out of the tub 

becomes my Everest instead of my everyday? 

Perhaps I will know Iam old when 

my youth is more vivid than my yesterday and 

my mind plays tricks that hurt. 


When will I know I am old? 

When my children’s children are no longer young? 

Or will it be when the stars’ twinkling hold no glory 
for me 

and the moon is just a cold stone in the sky? 

Perhaps I will know I am old when my voice of 

experience is too frail to be heard and 

there’s no one left who remembers me as a barefoot 


child. 


When will 1 know I am old? 

When that foreveryoung-me inside my head is silent? 
Or will it be when grace is not longer a familiar state 
and a cane is for safety instead of for Christmas’ 
Perhaps I will know I am old when I can 

only visit my constant friends in my mind and 

love is a dusty memory instead of a glowing light. 


Lite has realities yet for me to learn, and so I wonder: 
when will I know I am old? 
and how will it be? 


Sharon Burghard 
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Agitation Cycle 


Leaving. The ability to leave. Leaves in the 
grass. Leaves of grass. Walt Whitman once told me to 
see the blades not as swords but as pages in a book, 
leaves of paper. I miss him. Walt. He only comes to 
me in dreams. 

My name is Sam. I own a Laundromat. We 
just installed a whole set of new dryers. Pretty much 
broke the bank. But I think it'll pay off big-time, in 
the long run. 

Customers complained a lot the first couple 
of weeks. That surprised me. A few reacted like I 
thought they would: they were happy with the large 
capacity, the efficient heating. Besides, the dryers are 
brand new. They’re spotless. 

Not for long. But being spotless, that’s impor- 
tant in a Laundromat. Beverly and I, we feel strongly 
about keeping the place clean. We go in every day, 
either her or myself - sometimes both of us, but usu- 
ally just me - we go and clean the lint traps and collect 
the change from the machines. 

Sixteen thousand dollars I paid for those new 
dryers. People never believe it when I tell them that. 
I’m careful about who I tell. I mean, nobody’s going to 
steal an industrial dryer, but you can’t be too sure. 

Why did most of them complain? I think they 
like the familiarity of the old dryers. The old, 
scratched-up, inefficient ones with that dingy pale 
mustard color. 

“You’re preoccupied with that laundry,” my 
sister-in-law tells me. 

“No he’s not. He’s making us rich,” Beverly 
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quips. 

“Very funny,” I say. She knows we're just 
scraping by, even with my parttime job at the com- 
munity college. 

“I mean, I could be doing just about any- 
thing,” I tell her. “But whatever you do, Susan, you’ve 
got to take it full on. You can’t just half-ass every- 
thing.” 

“I didn’t say you should be half-assing your 
business. But you're, like, you’re the other extreme. 
It’s like you’ve got suds on the brain.” 

I laugh at that. Susan can get away with state- 
ments like that all the time because she’s my sister-in- 
law, and she’s almost as beautiful as Beverly. 

I] know the customers watch my wife. They 
watch her hips swivel and sway when she goes there 
on Sundays, to mop the floor. She helps me clean the 
detergent residue away from the tops of the machines. 
The washing machines, those will be replaced next. 
As soon as we make enough money. 

Walt would understand. I run a Laundromat, 
but that’s not what concerns me. I’m not preoccupied 
with the job. I’m preoccupied with everything. I love 
the smell of the detergent. I love how people like to 
take their kids to the place. Most relax while the ma- 
chines are going, because once they’re loaded, the 
machines are doing all the work. And the people read 
like crazy there. It’s like a library with noise. I can tell 
they read, they power-read: the magazines are always 
thrown around the room when I unlock the place at 
6:30 a.m. a lot of them, they probably throw their 
clothes around like those magazines. 

But I wish they had respect for other peoples’ 
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property, though. They don’t treat the machines here 
as well as they would treat their own. That’s why they 
come here. They throw their tennis shoes and pet 
blankets and vomit-covered towels in my machines. 
They overstuff the machines all the time, and then 
wonder why they break down. 

They don’t have to pay for the repairs. 

Every day it’s the same thing. They practically 
trash the place. Sheets of fabric softener fall on the 
floor, but they don’t pick them up. They don’t even 
pick up their own clothes, sometimes. So we have to 
sort through soggy shirts and underwear, Beverly and 
me. | wish they’d quit watching her like that, the men 
who have no washing machines at home. Many of 
them do, they have a machine at their apartment com- 
plex or whatever. But it’s a pain to do one load after 
the other. I understand. It takes a lot of time. They’d 
rather do all the work at once, those guys. | under- 
stand. Besides, they’re a big part of my business, those 
guys. Their darting eyes. I wish she wouldn’t wear such 
tight jeans. But she likes looking good, and she looks 
almost best when she wears the most casual clothes. 
She puts her hair in a ponytail, grabs a stick of gum 
and throws on a sweatshirt. Ready for work. 

This is the fifth Sunday in a row that she has- 
n’t come along with me to clean up the place. She’s 
been spending a lot more time with her new friends. It 
doesn’t take very long, but the work goes a lot faster 
with two people. I never realized until recently how 
much she had been helping. 

She’s leaving. I can feel it. Leaving me for 
good. For good? No, not good. Not good at all. I can’t 
stop her. She knows at any time she has the ability to 
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leave. 

I thought she understood. We’d make it. It 
was just going to take time. Walt would understand. 
Walt would help me clean out the gunk of grass and 
leaves and dirt when somebody crams a sleeping bag 
into a machine way too small. 

Sometimes I hate this place. I hate dislodging 
jammed nickels out of the quarter slots. I hate clean- 
ing pubic hair out of the drains. There are spots, 
spots everywhere. A Laundromat is supposed to be 
spotless. | hate what’s happening to my life. 

But sometimes, I go to the window and look 
inside. And it’s like looking through a window of a 
dryer. You can see people tumbling through their 
lives. Physically, they’re pretty still - like when you 
focus on only one bright sock in the whole load. But 
you look at all of them together on a busy Sunday 
afternoon, they’re tossing and twisting, pacing and 
reading, dazed in the heat. And sometimes, for a min- 
ute, I feel like Walt Whitman is standing next to me, 
and we’re looking inside, together. 


Brad Bolchunos 
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End of the Line 





Sid Cooper 
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Emergency Room 


Chaos and boredom 

Both live here 

Accompanied by the depressed 
The hysterics and the chronically ill 


The adrenaline of human life 
Seeps into the air 
While blood spills on its floors 


The young skateboarder 
Lies on a gurney with a broken leg 
After colliding with a minivan 


A young mother of a toddler 

Weeps as her feverish child 

Is sponged by a bored nurse 

Child and mother howling in unison 


An elderly white-haired octogenarian 

Sweats so profusely 

His cardiac electrodes slide off his chest 

As he contemplates the possibility of death 

His frightened wife of sixty years clutches his hand 


While in a far corner a homeless woman 
Harbors a bruised face 

Weeps quietly 

Her tear-stained face a river of clean tears 
Against the grime of a filthy countenance 


A middle-aged physician struggles to stay awake 
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During a long uneventful night 
The monotony broken by a drunk 
Who vomited on the doctor’s shoes 


The following night a young doctor 
Birkenstock-lad feet aching 

Sips his fifth cup of coffee while charting 
Prays he will make it 

For a long 24 hour chaotic shift 


Hostility erupts when a drunken father 
While driving his small daughter 
Crashes into a semi-truck 

The little girl’s skull crushed 

The father unhurt 

Screams out to all that it was not his fault 


Making the astrological connection 

All know the full moon will indeed 

Bring out all the lunatics 

As well as filling up the obstetrics department 
With laboring women 


A young nurse struggles to be gentle with an accident 
patient 

Who when questioned becomes nervous and fearful 
As the nurse realizes he is not giving his correct name 
Because he is in the country illegally 


The boredom of stomach aches 
Headaches 
Backaches 


Is often broken by heartache 


Sue Falkner Wood 
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Oxidation 


A slow undoing, a brutal cancer: rust 
sets to work on fruit, the body, iron, steel. 
The precious air breaks them down to oxides, dust. 


Exposed bolts get welded in its red-brown crust. 
You can cut it out, sand it off, but never heal 
the slow undoing, brutal cancer, of rust. 


What causes the sound and shining to combust? 
What feeds the unseen flames with quiet zeal? 
Our precious air burns life down to oxides, dust. 


It will erode your dreams and corrode your lust, 
you cannot stop its course with some devil’s deal, 
relentless aging, inevitable...rust. 


All claims to immortality, you cannot trust, 
there is nothing, no one to interrupt this meal, 
as precious air chews us down to oxides, dust. 


For breath to bond with blood, oxygen’s a must. 
But then, your life, oxygen will also steal 
to feed the slow disintegration that is rust, 


Oh, precious air, it’s you who turns us into dust. 


James Dott 
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Insomnia 


fe count numb 
mirage-like sheep 
from one thousand 
to zero 
until eleven-thirty 
grass green. 
like psychotic 
teletubbies 
the sheep 
eat it. 
give up 
on sheep. 


II. have that one song 
stuck 
in your brain 
sing 
silent 
until past one. 
sheets, bed pillows, air 
hot and 
dense 
every muscle aching 
strain to hear 
the big, fat 
nothing 
that echoes inaudibly 
at that time 
of night— 


e) 


ELL 


MY GOD, DID YOU HEAR THAT? 
MUST HAVE BEEN A BURGLAR, 
or a raccoon. 
glowing evil digital display reads 

three. 
numbers blurry, 

out of sync 
corners of room 

defined. 
lay out a blueprint 
of the museum 
of natural history. go 
ahead— 

you have the time. 


picture the perfect day. 
meadow 
sun 
grass 
picnic 
-sheep- 
SHEEP? WHERE DID THOSE DANGED 
SHEEP COME FROM? 
surrender— 
toss and tum 
for the 10° time. 
it all 
feels 


old. 
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ne ignore the 
sheep— 
try monkeys instead. 
they are purple 
with green tails 


fangs 
and they damage 
the 
trees, g0 
figure. 
they disturb 
you very 
much. 


shove aside monkeys, palm trees, pic- 
nic baskets, white 
picket fences 
go get yourself 
a glass of warm milk 
instead. 


Margit Bowler 
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Passing Cars 


we gather aversions in boxes like old newspapers, 

section Cc 

unfulfilled dreams, 

collecting dust that we swipe away with the backs of 
guilty hands. 

just now across the street the woman in white, 

the way that she paces from Kearney to Pettygrove. 

the same streets back and forth with shoes left 
deliberately on the corner 

so that she has something to go back to. 

every day at the corner past all of her purity, 

palms up; surrendering. 

or perhaps ready to catch some evasive answer. 

she looks straight ahead at passing cars, 

a bike messenger, 

the coffee house, 

all of it slips from her eyes. 

her toes grubby with exhaust. 

the time i walked in on her and my boyfriend in the 
coffee shop. 

how she held on to his hand with both of hers. 

how he smiled vacantly with that smile 

lips trembling, tongue crashing against the rocks of 
his teeth. 

the wrong words, 

but no matter. 

she was not listening, 

her arms, tentacles. 

her eyes pools that never end. 

remembering, perhaps. 

we gather aversions in boxes like dirty laundry 
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we do not want washed, nor aired, nor lost. 

i use my index finger 

because it come so naturally; 

the other direction so much more favorable. 

we may wrap ourselves in harmonious seclusion of 
such things, 

OH! we say, the picture is too fuzzy. 

and isn’t it, after all, only a teaspoon of this life we 
live— 

the rest is tooth brushing, 

photocopying, 

swiping that dust from the wasn’t i going to, 

and the i used to want to 

the too bad I never. 


Laura Lee Tharp 


Vs 


Need for Chaos 


My life as calm as the green fields, 

wants to show its power like the throne 

shows its authority. My life longs 

for chaos in its everlasting calm. 

When there is sun I wish for thunder 

When there is silence even the sound of an Irish flute 
can ease my need for noise turning my straight life 
into 

braids 

my white easel into a riot of purple. 

But instead I live in a world of silence 

in a world where there is only winter. 


Scott G. Marshall 
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To Leave 


To leave with no suitcase, 

like my sister did. To leave 

without a trace, breathless. To look 

at the forsythia, the desk, the house, 

for the last time. To go 

in a hurry as bombs may start falling. To know 
you are leaving all your belongings. To go out 
through the back door 

without saying goodbye. 

What good is goodbye anyway. To not bring 
anything, to go, go, just the clothes 

on your back, your wallet and passport. 

To disappear toward 

Paris, the grey bridges over the Seine, 

the little cafés and cathedrals. Perhaps not Paris, 
perhaps Fiji, remembering how you 

spun the globe as a child, closed your eyes, 
placed your finger lightly. To embrace 

a long lost friend named 

randomness. 


Karen Braucher 
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Poetry as Confession 


He carries a poem in his coat 
the way others might 
a handkerchief, or smokes. 


It comforts him to take it out 
and edit a line or move a word 
during a boring lecture, 

say, Or sermon, Or waiting 

for the doctor to appear. 


At the grocery, 

or the laundromat, 

he listens to the words 
flowing around him, 
parting to let him through, 
on the chance a metaphor 
might wash up on his mind. 


Walking to work he passes 
halfknown strangers, sees 

the old-world sadness 

in their lonely eyes, 

and finds a place for them 

in the third stanza, just above 

his note on how the bloom 

of a calla lily always 

reminds him of Georgia O'Keefe. 


Brian Harrison 


80 


Shhh . 





Savannah Reeves 
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A Manual for the Hands 


Hands drew you into the air and light 
from your warm, cramped, little sea. 
Yours may be tiny, smooth, and soft 
or thick fingered, calloused, scarred. 
When you open your palms, 

the lines unfold your past 

and all your possibility. 


They are your first tools 

they make a cup, a plate, a bowl, 

they lift, they push, they pull, 

they grab, they turn, they hold. 

They are the mind made manifest, 

writing a letter, weaving a shawl, turning a vase. 


They are capable of trauma and tenderness. 
Mounded into fists they batter, break, and pound. 
Palms open they slap and shove down. 

With fingers you can twist and tear and gouge. 
Or, they may brush a gentle stroke along an arm, 
sweep hair away from eyes, tickle the belly, 

pat the back, or lightly trace an ear. 


Though silent they can make the struck string sing. 
They raise the glass, deliver each bite of food. 

They are the tools to take up and make all other tools 
the handle, the grip, the knob, the switch, the key 
unlocking the world, bringing it back to mind. 

They manufacture, mandate, manipulate. 

With them you can live hand-to-mouth, 

offer a helping hand, do handstands, 
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take hand-outs, come in handy, perform sleight-of- 
hand, 

seal a deal with a handshake, or walk hand in hand. 
They loosen and tighten, dismember and assemble, 
they cut and splice, hammer in and pry out. 


And at the end hands will cover you with earth 

or push you, gently, into the final fire. 

Those left will wave farewell. 

The three groups of bones: the carpus, metacarpus, 
and phalanges with their three-part shafts, 

the tendons, the ligaments, the nerves, 

the muscles: extensors and flexors 

the vessels for the blood, 

the fingers, five; 

the thumb, its ball, the index, middle, ring, and little, 
their nails, knuckles, tips, each 

with a whorled labyrinth leading in and in, 

the palms, the wrists, the hands. 


James Dott 
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Haiku 


Softening darkness 
starbeams slide along the sky 
rainbows being born. 


Night darkness fading 
river edge softly silver 
birth pains of new day. 


Woman sings her song 
in solitude soul does pray 
spirit hums amen. 


Poet prays for peace 
rockets fire, flames burn bright 
silent poet weeps. 


Scene three now on stage 
pivotal important part 
third and final act. 


Winter day drizzle 
summer memories fading 
rainy nights delight. 


My friend, Nobuko 
fries curry almond chicken 
fantastic drumstick. 


Election over 
same end of horse wins again 
other end eats oats. 


Phyllis Koven 
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Yodel if You Must, 
but Never Giggle in the Alps 


There once were Swiss Sisters from near here 
Who searched for their grandfather’s crest 
While one studied German the other Sis packed 
For the Alps where they ended their quest. 


Folks in the Alps speak in German 
Some Roman, Italian, or Frenchmen 
No one there understands English 
‘Cept jargon they can’t ever mention. 


The tavern was filled with Swiss cousins 
A multi-tongued group full of wine 
The cheese pot was melting and bubbly 
The cousins were ready to dine. 


The rules for fondue are quite simple 
You sing if bread falls in the pot, 

The singing brings guffaws of laughter 
the Sister who giggled — should not! 


“Stop making me giggle!” Sis chortled. 

The crowd became silent and stared. 

They gasped in their horror to hear such a word 
While Johann his barrel chest bared. 


Up on the table danced Johann 
And there his English came out 
“Sexy sexy take it off!” 

Cuz Johann sang with a shout! 
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“Please tell Sis no more to giggle” 

Sam spoke the best English he knew. 

I told Sam in English, a giggle meant laughter. 
“In German”, Sam said, “it does too!” 


“And Gerke in German is pickle 

A cucumber soaked in the brine.” 

Sam showed me with gestures a pickle in action 
I swallowed a great gulp of wine. 


“Gerkeler in Swiss means the male part” 
In Sam’s proper English Sis heard 

O’er all of her giggling and laughing 
The Swiss slang for pickle’s —absurd! 


If you visit the Alps to go skiing 
Or questing to find a relation 
Embarrassed you'll be if you publicly giggle 


‘ . ° . 
Cause something gets lost in translation. 


Janet Willener 
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This issue of Rain 


is gratefully dedicated to 


John Wubben 
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